THE AMPHITHEATRE AT POLA

pieces of stuff I had. And then - oh well, we came
back along the edge of the water and saw the town
lights popping up one by one till it was all bright and
blinking, with flares against the white high walls of
the new theatre and through the lower arches where
they were still working. We said good-bye at the
corner of the street. I never let him see me quite back
to the house: it wouldn't have been nice for all the
silly young girls to see us. I remember he said: 'It'll
be soon now: and I shall be done with that' He
looked back over his shoulder at the theatre. 'And I
shall be glad. Who wouldn't change a stone for a
woman?' I know I laughed and whispered: 'Don't let
the stone hear you!' And then it was good-bye, good-
bye, and he went back whistling.

We came over from the islands, all dressed and
ready for the opening games, both the young ladies
looking fit to kiss. I tidied their hair for them after
the sail, and picked up the cushions, and then off we
went to the theatre. I'd got on a dark red dress, very
quiet and suitable, but it set off my figure -1 was
proud of my figure in those days - and just went with
the roses. And the dear young ladies, between them,
they'd gone and got me a necklace of gold beads. For
my marriage-chest, they said. I've got them still,
locked up: I'll show them you, if you like,
. There was a great crowd that day, the biggest I've
ever seen, everyone in the streets going one way: but
they all made room for our litter. I'd seen the inside
of the theatre often enough before, but never like it